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THE DAYS OF SKTY-THKEE. 



Of old, in bleaeed Palestine, 

Beneath the orient light, 
A form was seen, of rev'rend mien. 

Toil up a mountain height 
His early vigor had not eeaaed, 

Nor his bright eye grown dim, 
Though SLXscore toilBome yeara had rolled 

Their winters over him. 
He hastened on, by high command. 

To view, with Prophet's eye, 
The future of the race he loved. 

And, having seen, to die. 
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He saw it all — they glittered fair 

Before the aged man, — 
Ephraim, Manasseh, Zebulon, 

And " Gilead unto Dan," 
Judah, the lion, Benjamin, 

Asher, and N'aphtali, 
And Joseph like a fruitfiil bough, 

" Unto the utmost sea." 
He saw, and blessed, and trusted — then 

His fluttering breath came slow. 
And, closely hid in secret vale. 

The meekest man lay low. 
'Tis writ, to comfort us, — ^we read 

Whate'er that Prophet saw ; 
The Seer who led great Israel forth 

The giver of the Law. 

We cannot rend the veil of night, 
Nor p!ierce the mist of years ; 

We cannot read the vision right : 
Dim are our eyes with tears. 
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We struggle on, through good, through ill. 

In city and in camp, 
Where true and loyal hearts strive still 

To feed our sacred lamp ; 
We'll leave the vale, where lurid fires 

Light up our blessed Ark, 
Where children wail their slaughtered sires, 

Where hangs the War-cloud dark. 
Where clash the sabres, rush the steeds, 

Where sounds the trumpet loud. 
And into the serener air 

Go up above the cloud. 
We'll trustful scale the mountain-top. 

Like that meek Seer of old. 
And gaze upon our Land of Hope,' 

When fifty years have rolled. 

The shadows lengthen : 'tis the eve 

Of our blest natal day ; 
'Tis Nineteen Hundred and Thirteen : 

The years have passed away. 



8 THB DAYS OP SIXTY-THRBB. 

And taken with them those brave men 

Who led om* conflict on : 
Each noble head to its low bed 

In honored grave has gone. 
No breath of War the region sweeps, 

And to each cottage home, 
The wains, piled high with new-mown grass 

And laughing children, come. * 
And, breathing in the perfiimed air, 

Beneath the evening ray. 
By Pennsylvania's orchards fair. 

Calm sits old Colonel May. 
Happy he sits beside the shade 

Of fig-tree and of vine. 
Where, as a careless child, had played 

The man of sixty-nine. 
Fifteen fair children gambol round ; 

He hears their shouts of joy : 
The bright girl from Sonora's vale. 

The eager Western boy ; 
They've come, from woody Oregon, 

And from the golden shore, 
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To see the grandsire of their love, 
In the old home once more. 

Grateful he watches them awhile, 

And then his old eye strays 
Far off, where one pure column gleams, 

White in the western rays. 
He sees, he hears them not; for now 

His thoughts are far away, 
Where, 'neath that shaft, the forms he loved 

Lie still and cold in clay. 
The children's mirth is hushed ; they see 

The change upon his face ; 
They gather round ; their loving arms 

Clasp him in close embrace. 
" Why droops his head?" fearful they said. 

That late so eager crowd ; 
" 'Tis our rough sports have wearied him. 

Our laughter was too loud." 
" My children, no ! but where ye stand 

I in my youth have stood, 
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And looked upon this trembling land, 

When her green fields ran blood." 
They press his hand, they smooth his hair ; 

Then soft the whisper fell : 
" O Grandsire, of that fearftil strife 

To us the record tell." 
He answered not ; then spoke the boy 

From out the farthest West, 
Whose speaking eyes full oft recalled 

Those eyes the sire loved best : 
" Far in my bright Pacific home. 

And by the sounding sea. 
With throbbing heart, of that sad time 

I've read the history. 
O tell us of those days, Grandsire ! 

Those dark days of your youth ! 
We know in part, yet from your lips 

Would fain hear all the truth." 
He gently smiled on them, then took 

The youngest on his knee ; 
Long-vanished years came back ; and thus 

Began his history. 
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"'Twaa Dot at once the tempest burst; 

Long, sunny years passed by, 
And each brought some rich gift of Heaven 

To raise our nation high. 
In peace we turned the furrow up, 

In peace we reaped the grain, 
And oft to diBtant, starving lands 

"We sent it o'er the main. 
We sailed the ship, we plied the loom. 

We drove the steam-winged ear ; 
Not oven in dreams the shape had come 

»0f fratricidal war. 
Each sultry Southern summer brought 
Its hosts of maidens fair, 
And eager youths for College halls, 
To breathe our Northern air. 
fe]ach Northern winter sent atar 
I From its fierce blasts and keen, 
rale forms to fair Savannah's shores, 
I Or sweet St. Augustine. 
[&.ud every year the Southern bride 
To the fer North would come, 
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And the bright Northern girl go forth 

To glad some Southern home. 
Our nation looked North, West, and South, 

And said, ' I sit a queen ; 
I ne'er shall be left desolate 

As other lands have been.' 
And, even as she spoke, there rose 

A cloud like a man's hand : 
Sudden it rose, and like a pall 

It darkened all the land. 
It veiled the South, where thousands wept. 

Where men were bought and sold ; 
It veiled the North, where thousands gave 

Their very souls for gold. 
The thunder muttered ; in that pile 

Reared for calm, high debate, 
Echoed fierce taunts, and clamorings 

Of bitter, smothered hate. 
' Cotton is King !' the Southron cried, 

' We are the Lords of Earth !' 
^ No ! Mind is King !' the North replied, 

' We gave the nation birth.' 
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Till, under reddening autumn leaves, 

There came a whisper low, 
That thrilled through all the South, and loud 

Rose one great cry of woe. - 
' Twas not for this we've striven still : 

Our ancient rule is o'er. 
Let us alone !' they said, * we will 

Be one with you no more !' 
We dared not lift the arm to strike. 

We dared not cross their track : 
* Too late ! too late your words of peace ! 

Ye ne'er shall win us back !' 
We stayed our arm — ^we would not trust 

The menaces we heard : 
*'Tis but the wail of wrath unjust — 

'Tis but an idle word.' 

A little garrison there stood. 

Prisoned on sea-girt crag. 
Defender of the Stars and Stripes : 

They fired upon our flag. 
And straightway the foul insult thrilled 

Far through the loyal North, 
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And, like the dragon's teeth of yore, 

The armed bands sprang forth. 
Then dawned the Sabbath, and we thronged 

The blessed words to hear. 
When fearftiUy this prophet tone 

Rang on each startled ear — 
* Prepare the war* — ^gird on the sword — 

Wake up the men of might — 
There send Thy mighty ones, Lord ! 

To judge this cause aright ! 
Now let the weak say, I am strong ; 

Away with doubtful looks ! 
Make you good swords of your ploughshares. 

Spears of your pruning-hooks. 
Hosts gather in the valley low. 

Decisive of your fate. 
The press is fiiU — the vats overflow — 

Their wickedness is great !' 

* In all Episcopal churches, the first Lesson appointed 
for the third Sunday after Easter, which, in 1861, fell on 
April 21st, immediately after the President's proclamation, 
and the Baltimore massacre, is Joel, chap. 8, ver. 9. 
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And then, from town, and hill, and plain, 

The living, stream poured on. 
Gathering amain like autumn rain. 

And circled Washington. 
Ah ! how shall I relate the strife. 

The slaughter that befell, 
When Duty bade us lift the knife 

On those once loved so well ! 

"I was my father's only son, 

A lad of scarce sixteen. 
And, 'mid these fields, those rolling years 

Like one bright day had been. 
My soul was roused from dreams ; I hailed 

The battle from afar ; 
I begged to leave my country home. 

And rush into the war. 
I thought, how well one of our race 

Had fought at Germantown, 
And through that whole great war, and longed 

To take his old sword down. 
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My father laughed : * 'Tis but a breeze ; 

This war will soon be o'er; 
And 'tis not boys we want/ he said, 

* But stout men of twoscore. 
One vigorous effort, and success 

Our arms must surely crown: 
One band of firm determined men 

Will put this rising down. 
And, long before the winter blasts 

Have clothed these fields with snow, 
We'll talk of it around our hearth, 
* As tale of long ago.' 
And then, he sent me to the town. 

Unheeding all my tears. 
To study in her college halls 

For three ftill*tedious years. 

" And summer suns laughed over us. 
And summer grain waved fair ; 
But ah ! what new, strange cry of woe 
Rose through that summer air ! 
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Strange tales of ignominious rout, 

Of panic and defeat : 
Scarce dared we scan the page, in fear 

Some well-loved name to meet. 
sad and sickening days ! then rose 

Unchecked the fearfiil din, 
Our last faint hope of Peace was gone. 

And War's red tide rushed in. 

"And Autumn's russet mantle fell. 

And with the falling leaf. 
There came the messengers of woe 

With a new tale of grief. 
Of secret, deadly batteries. 

Of foe in ambush laid. 
Of heroes battling on the heights 

Hurled through the woody glade. 
Hurled to the dark, red tide below — 

Some struggled to the shore ; 
Some, whirled in that fierce current's flow. 

Sank, and were seen no more. 
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And Winter darkened/ and I read 

In the yet tranquil town, 
Of battles fierce of ancient days, 

And deeds of old renown. 
No longer seemed they like feint strains 

Borne from some fer-off clime, 
Some distant, dreamy, shadowy land, 

Down the great stream of Time ; 
I read how fair Sicilia's sons 

Across the eastern tide. 
Had watched the band from morning-land, 

Athenia's galleys, ride ; 
And how they fought, both well and long. 

That valiant enemy, 
And how they drove him back at last, 

Beaten by land and sea ; 
And how, before the Persian power 

In Sparta's evil day, 
Those ever-famed Three Hundred braves 

Died at Thermopylae. 
I read the great words on their tomb, — 

' Go, stranger, go, and tell 
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That here, as Lacedemon's tions, 

Tnie to her laws we fell !' 
(We too had Nature's good stronghold, 

Our narrow, roek-bound pass : 
Oh, where ! at Harper's Ferry, where 

8 our Leonidas ?) 
And aa the eouflict nearer came, 

And thickened day by day, 
r lone;ed to leave those tales of old. 

And mingle with the tray. 

" And eastward then we turned our eye, 

And looked a«roB8 the mmn 
To catch some ray of sympathy ; 

We looked and longed in vain. 
Our ancient mother turned aside 

"With cold, averted glance ; 
From her came scorn, and wrath, and pride — 

False, flattering words from France. 
And then we knew, that we ourselves 

Must work our good or harm, 
And put our sole trust, under Seaven, 

In our own strong right arm. 
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And Spring returned, and then we heard 

Of vessels dread, to sweep 
Like lightning round our coasts, and drive 

Our navy from the deep ; 
Of vessels armed with deadly guns. 

And long sharp iron prow. 
Robbed from our hands, and newly clad 

In steel from stern to bow. 
That sunk the good ship Cumberland, 

And bore to watery bed 
Gunner and tar, while Stripe and Star 

Yet floated fair overhead ; 
Till on this great black bird of war. 

Like falcon on her track. 
Up swept our little Monitor, 

And drove the monster back. 
Then on and on the red tide poured. 

Beneath the summer rays, 
And ceaselessly the thunder roared 

Through June's long bright ' Seven Days.' 
And, when the Autumn winds blew cool, 

Antietam's bloody field 
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Bore witness well how heroes fell, 
And saw the foeman yield. 

"Then darkly dawned the third sad year 

Of this dark tragedy : 
We saw no morning star appear, 

To herald Sixty-three ; 
But when the April showers were gone, 

And blushing came the May, 
Virginia's sun looked down upon 

Another bloody day. 
Again the mother w«pt her son ; 

And, ere she raised her head. 
Came from the South fresh messengers,* 

Freighted with tidings dread : 
' Th' invading foe has crossed the fords. 

With Stuart and with Lee ! 
Behold, a newer, bloodier page 

Awaits our history ! 

Already on our Southern line. 

See, the black War-cloud lowers ! 
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Northwards the hosts are hurrying — 
Say, shall this shame be ours?' 

"I lingered not to hear — I rose, 

I hurried to the West ; 
Yet unrecalled, I met my sire. 

And poured out all my breast. 
* father ! father ! let me go ! 

Seek not to hold me back ! 
Must we sit dreaming, till the foe 

Meet us with fire and sack ? 
Say, can I sit and read the tale, 

How, when the news had come 
Of those fierce Northern hordes, in arms 

Rushed forth the youth of Rome ? 
And how the Fathers, in their hall. 

Each in his chair of state. 
Sate to be slaughtered, while the Gaul 

Was thundering at the gate ? 
And when I'm old, and young men ask, 

" Did you the torrent stem ? 
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O where were you, in that dread tune ?"' 

What shall I answer them V 
Then came my fathers cahn reply : 

* My son, the tune is come ; 
It is our Country's summons high : 

Go forth, and guard thy home ! 
Yet not alone, for I will stand 

In battle by thy side ; 
Together will we meet the foe. 

Together stem the tide ; 
And if we fall, together then. 

Sleep in one common grave. 
Sweetly we'll rest on her dear breast, 

The land we died to save.' 
So went we forth, and comrades old. 

Youths of stout hearts and nerves, 
Flocked to our side, and were enrolled 

In our own brave * Reserves.' 
And then we waited, and we drilled, 

And tidings came the while. 
Of how the foe had N'orthward marched. 

And thundered at Carlisle ; 
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And how Columbia's stalwart sons, 

In hope to save their town, 
And stay the foeman where he stood. 

Had hewed their good bridge down ; 
And each man felt, that now the hour 

Was come to do or die. 
And each man vowed, with will and power. 

To aid that victory. 

" Then joined the hosts, and first the steeds 

Came, rushing from afar. 
Charged from our right, with main and might, 

And opened up the war. 
Then rolled the red artillery on. 

The infantry closed in. 
And on our right hand and our left. 

Rose up the battle's din. 
Right gallantly we held our place. 

And fought till set of sun. 
With fainting hope and thinning ranks. 

Outnumbered two to one. 
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We knew not that our brothers brave 

Were marching day and night ; 
Thought not to hear their joyous cheer, 

Before the morning Ught. 
And when at last the darkness fell, 

And settled o'er the town, 
The foe in triumph, we in trust. 

Beside our arms lay down. 

" And morning dawned, and silently 

Rolled the still hours away : 
ITought heralded the bitter strife 

That closed that bloody day. 
But sudden, toward the afternoon. 

The foe asunder cleft 
Our force, and with his infantry 

He charged upon our left. 
While rained their fire a hundred guns, 

From circling hills around : 
It seemed as if an earthquake's shock 

Were heaving up the ground. 
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We firm on Little Round Top stood,* 

And not a man would swerve, 
We checked their onslaught, with the might 

Of our own hrave ' Reserve.' 
We fought in sight of our dear homes. 

And each recalled to mind, 
'^e mother, sister, wife, or love 

That he had left behind ; 
And then we onward rushed, and soon 

Drove them, with right good will, 
Down to the valley, and again 

Beyond the further hill. 
And then we strengthened our stronghold. 

And ere the morning light, 
Crowned with our bristling guns, a new 

Gibraltar rose in sight. 



* "The Pennsylvania Reserves, of whom one Company 
was from the town and vicinity of Gettysburg, and fought 
in sight of their homes, did most effective service under 
General Crawford, and held this stronghold for forty-five 
hours, until the close of the battle." — Notes on the Invasion^ 
by M. Jacobs. 
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" Then dawned the third great day — foil soon 

The combat was begun ; 
N'ow battled here the force, now there, 

While mounted up the sun. 
And then there came a lull, as when 

There falls a solemn hush. 
When hill and valley wait the shock 

Of some fierce tempest's rush. 
And now the last great storm broke forth : 

Those, brethren once, as foes. 
The Armies of the South and North, 

In desperate conflict close. 
Two hundred guns and fifty more 

Their deadly balls poured in ; 
"No thunder shock that man e'er heard 

Equalled that dreadfol din. 
Then to the * Seminary Ridge,' 

And up its wooded crest. 
In solid rank, their infantry 

Close to our batteries pressed. 
They thought to meet but country boys. 

But down we charged, and then 
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Ban the dread whisper through their ranks, 

* Lo ! the Potomac men !' 
Yet firm they stood, till like the grain 

Mowed down by reaper's hook, 
They rolled by thousands on the plain. 

When that fierce tempest shook. 
They reeled, they wavered, and they fled. 

While we pressed close behind. 
And 'twas as if that whole great host 

Were scattered by the wind. 

"And I, with our brave boys, had stood 

Fixed on our eminence. 
Pull forty-five long hours, and well 

We'd fought in its defence. 
But, late in that great day, the foe 

Essayed to break our rank ; 
They planted cannon on the hill. 

And strove to turn our flank. 
Not a man wavered 'neath the shock. 

But forward rushed, and we 
Captured three hundred with their arms, 

And took their battery. 
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And many a dear, dear comrade fell, 

And strewed the plain around : 
See, 'neath that shaft, where each brave heart 

Lies calm in holy ground. 
So closed the battle, and to Him 

Who saved when need was most. 
Grateful we raised our hearts, that He 

Had fought beside our host 

" Oh ! glorious field of Gettysburg ! 

High in the rolls of fame. 
With Waterloo and Marathon, 

Shall men inscribe thy name ! 
Thanks, all ye heroes ! through all Time ! 

Thanks for each valiant deed ! 
Thanks, noble Reynolds, for your life ! 

And thanks, victorious Meade ! 
Who saved our Northern cities fair. 

From slaughter and from sack. 
Who manfully stood in the breach. 

Who rolled the red tide back. 
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Who bore our Country's pennon high, 

Till the great War was o'er, 
And unto our posterity, 

Gave back their land once more ! 

" But in the city, when the news 

Came of th' advancing foe. 
Scarce would men credit it, or seek 

T' avert th' impending woe. 
A great procession had been planned 

For the all-glorious * Fourth,' 
With music, banners, trades, the pride 

Of the industrious North. 
When sudden on the startled ear. 

This gracious message fell : 
' See ! from: New York your brethren haste ! 

Her brave sons greet you well : 
And stoutly armed for your defence. 

Her gallant " Seventh" has come ; 
They're pressing forward to the front; 

They rush to guard your home !' 
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O thanks to you ! brave souls and true ! 

Honored be aye your name ! 
When sore our need, like brethren tried, 

Ye to our rescue came ! 
Then straight uprose the Loyal League, 

And raised a regiment ; 
Well armed, equipped, and officered. 

To meet the foe they went. 
Another, and another still. 

The Loyal League sped on ; 
They spared nor labor, strength, nor gold. 

Till the great Cause was won. 
The factory stopped, the shop was shut. 

The clerk laid down the quill. 
Men read the letters on their doors 

Fast closed, ' Away to Drill.' 
And then uprose the Clergymen, 

And hastened to the Mayor, 
And said that in this quarrel just, 

Nor word nor deed they'd spare. 
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No farther thought was there of pomp, 

Procession, or parade. 
But early on the Fourth, men thronged 

The temple gates, and prayed. 
And softly on the longmg ear 

There fell, like soothing chime 
Of blessed bells, the well-known words,* 

Borne from the olden time : 
* Our fathers oft have told the tale. 

We've heard from aged men. 
How in their day Thou savedst them. 

And yet wilt save again.' 
And then, unto the Father Good 

Each prayed on bended knee, 
Of His great love to save our land, 

Once more in Sixty-three ! 
Slowly each went unto his home. 

And then, ere evening fell, 
Quick flashed the wires, to throbbing hearts 

The blessed news to tell. 

* From the ** Litany" of the Episcopal Church. 
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' Th' invading foe is turned back, 

With Stuart and with Lee ! 
The Father Good hath saved our land 

Once more in Sixty-three !' 

" And, in three days, came messages 

Of joy, nor few nor scant : 
' Port Hudson taken ! and the heights 

Of Vicksburg fallen to Grant !' 
If o longer could I stay ; again 

I left my home, and pressed 
Into a regiment, to aid 

Brave Hooker in the West. 

« 

l^or went I forth alone, for soon 

To join my steps, there came 
A comrade dear, whom I of old 

Hailed with a brother's name. 
For I had one young sister sweet, 

A child of scarce seventeen. 
And that fair girl, from early youth. 

His only love had been. 
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For when they loitered to the school, 

Or lingered side by side, 
The village children laughed, and said, 

* See there, the little bride !' 

No vows they uttered, for long since, 
Beneath the greenwood tree. 

They'd given their childish faith, and sworn 

To love eternally. 

« 

" So went we forth, and, in the West, 

On Chattanooga's day. 
We fought and conquered with the rest. 

Those names renowned for aye ! 
And then on * Lookout's' heights we stood. 

Where the artillery loud 
Roused Echo up from mount to mount, 

* Fighting above the cloud.' 
And there together, side by side, 

We battled long and well ; 
But ah ! in Victory's fiiU tide 
That dearest brother fell ! 
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Quickly I raised him in my arms ; 

I bore him down the hill, 
Where, 'neath a sheltering rock, gushed forth 

A little mountain rill. 
Then faint he spoke, * O ! to my love 

This dying message send,— 
I've loved her from my earliest days, 

I love her to the end. 
O ! lay me not 'neath thib fierce sun ! 

But make my lowly bed 
Beside our Church, where she will press 

The daisies o#er my head.' 

" And winter came. I bore him home. 

True to his last request, 
And near Religion's sacred dome 

I made his bed of rest. 
My sister met me at our door, 

With years upon her face ; 
I could not speak, but with faint cry 

She clung to my embrace. 
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Her life was withered : from that hour 

She spoke no loving word ; 
Vainly the lover sought her hand, 

Not vow nor prayer she heard. 
Ye see her with her silver hair, 

And sad, yet trustfiil eye ; 
I see her as a maiden fair, 

With light step bounding high. 
Her heart, her hopes are fixed above. 

Yet still she clings to me. 
Who caught the last sigh of her love. 

In that sad Sixty-three. ^ 

" So fought we on, through good and ill. 

Through victory and defeat. 
And oft the mother wept, and still 

Fond hearts with terror beat. 
It suited not with His decree, 

Nor with His purpose high. 
To proud, defiant souls, to give 

At once the victory. 
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Yet on our darkened firmament, 

One pure and brightening star, 
One drop of blessed balm, was sent 

To soothe the woes of War. 
For, when the summons wakened us. 

And in their strength went forth. 
With harness stout, and stouter hearts, 

The Army of the North, 
Up rose a new band by their side. 

And gathered day by day ; 
And East, and West, and North, allied 

To form its bright array. 
No lance had they, no gun, no sword, 

No trump to sound their fame. 
They bore the weapons of their Lord, 

And fought in His dear Name. 
The Army bright of Charity ! 

And, for each man who stood 
Arrayed for battle, on the hill. 

The valley, or the flood. 
Full seven marched with the Hosts of Love, 

And each, with earnest will, 
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Brought with him hand, and heart, and gold, 

To aid the good work still. 
All swelled the ranks : the man of Law, 

Came forth from Themis' hall ; 
He buckled on his harness bright. 

And served as General. 
And then marched on the wise Divine, 

The good Physician, too. 
And the rich Merchant came, and fought 

As Captain good and true. 
Nor these alone : the eager youths. 

And matrons grave and sage. 
Joined blushing maidens in their prime. 

And babes of tender age. 
In lordly mansions sat fair girls. 

With hands unused to toil. 
And worked and sang right merrily, 

Beside the midnight oil. 
The school-girl, top, in humble home. 

With busy fingers plied 
Her shining shaft, while grandame old 

Sat knitting by her side. 
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And little children saved their pence, 

Like miser's gold, and then. 
With smiling eyes, they brought them forth 

To aid the fighting men. 

" So labored they at home ; while some 

Went forward to the field. 
Where the poor wounded soldier lay. 

Waiting his life to yield ; 
They stanched his blood, they wakened him 

From that long, deathlike trance, 
And far from the red plain they bore 

In their good ambulance. 
To tent or floating hospital. 

Where, like bright angels, came 
Surgeon and nurse, with tender care. 

Worthy a mother's name. 
Or to the camp, 'mid shouts of joy. 

Their well-filled car would come. 
Piled high, pressed down, and running o'er, 

Sent by kind hearts at home. 
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Then poured they forth their stores, and gave 

With open, generous hand, 
The life-restoring wine, the fruit, 

The healing lint and band ; 
The book to cheer the sick man's couch, 

The draught to ease his pain, 
The tender word to raise him up. 

And woo to life again. 
Both friend and foe they healed — ^where'er 

They saw a wounded man, 
Nor asked, ere they poured in the balm, 

* Art thou Samaritan V 

" And, 'mid their work, the fourth year rolled 

Of the great War, and then 
They raised a high, broad edifice 

In the good town of Penn. 
They raised it in an open space. 

Beneath the sunlit dome 
Of great Saint Peter and Saint Paul, 

Of the old faith of Rome. 
The blessed Cross smiled over it. 

And, urged by willing hands. 
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Quickly it rose, like palace fair 

Sung of in Eastern lands. 
And soon 'twas filled with costly gifts, 

For beauty and for use. 
Whatever the skilful brain could plan, 

Or skilful hand produce. 
Trophies, and arms, and relics old 

Came forth, exposed to view : 
Wise household matrons searched their stores 

For treasures old and new ; 
And Music's echoes on the air 

Poured forth, in swelling tide ; 
Painting and Sculpture mingled there 

V 

Their offerings side by side ; • 
Rude Labor, Genius, Strength, and Skill 

Toiled on with might and main. 
Till brave endeavor wrought their will. 

And gold poured in like rain. 
And, strengthened thus, that noble band 

Again like lightning sped. 
With healing on their wings, to stand 

Where drooped each suffering head. 

5 
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So fared they forth, in sweet accord, 

The Eagle and the Dove : 
Wherever marched the Hosts of Might, 

There went the Hosts of Love. 
What pen of fire can sum their deeds. 

Or write their record high ? 
Who count the myriad tongues, that blessed 

That godlike ministry ? 

" So slowly wore the Night away, 

And blushing came the Mom, 
There rose one ever-glorious day 

When our new Hope was born. 
And scarce could we believe the tale 

That rang from shore to shore ; 
Scarce dared we hope that Peace would bless 

Our wearied eyes once more. 
Now here, now there, the cannon's roar 

Distant and fainter came ; 
Now here, now there, the foeman turned. 

And claimed a brother's name ; 
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For wheresoe'er our bright flag shined, 

They hailed each starry fold ; 
Sweet memories came back to mind, 

Of the dear times of old ; 
They stretched the hand — ^we clasped it close, 

And, spite of crimson tide, 
We felt that we were brothers yet, 

By thousand ties allied. 
For gracious Heaven had purged their hearts 

From passion, pride, and hate. 
And we, beneath our woes, had grown 

Wise, firm, and moderate. 
Their chiefs — of those misguided men, 

Ah ! ask me not the tale ! 
On each low head let Silence rest. 

Let Mercy drop the veil. 
Some fell upon the battle-field. 

Their faces to the foe. 
And even their children dared not weep, 

As for brave men laid low. 
And some, by Justice stern condemned, 

Bent to a lower fate, 
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Ah me ! the story of their end, 

How shall these lips relate ? 
Some fled afiir to foreign strand, 

But by Ansonian seas. 
They caught the curses of their land. 

Borne on each western breeze ; 
Dark spectres haunted them by night, 

And darker thoughts by day; 
They shrank beneath the morning's light. 

Shrank 'neath the moon's pure ray. 
' Not even dared they hope to die. 

Fame of them Earth hath none. 
Speak not of that sad company. 

But look, and so pass on.'* 

" But ah ! our glorious Dead ! See where 

That tall, pure column shines ! 
Fair shows it in the morning beams, 

Fair when the sun declines. 
See, on the heights of Gettysburg, 

Where they fought long and well, 

* ** Non ragionam di lor' ma guarda, e passa.'' — Dante, Inf, 
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Like the great Dead at Marathon, 

They're buried where they fell ! 
See, here the brave from each fitir State, 

Marshalled in order lie ; 
There, the unknown, unrecognized, 

Who hither came to die. 
Nor only here ; by country spire. 

In City of the Dead, 
Honor and Love brood soft above 

Each lofty, lowly head. 
And oft the children with the sire, 

Tread near their honored bones, 
And oft the little ones inquire, 

' Father, what mean these stones V 
And then the father, oft with heart 

Nigh bursting, makes reply, 
* My child, 'tis sweet and decorous 

For our dear land to die ! 
See where he lies ! the Leader high ! 

His name all tongues recall ! 
His deeds shall live in History, 

He gave his Country all ! 

5* 
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See where he lies ! the Statesman pure, 

In Senatorial hall, 
Who day and night strove for the Right : 

He gave his Country all ! 
And he, the good Philanthropist, 

Who feared nor sword nor ball. 
Whene'er was heard a sufterer's cry. 

He gave his Country all ! 
See where he lies ! the village boy, 

His means, his talent small, 
Nought had he but his life to give : 

He gave his Country all !' 

" Then blossomed forth the land once more. 

And on each bloodstained plain. 
There shone the bright autumnal store. 

Or green and waving grain. 
Our laughing hills stood thick with corn. 

Our valleys white with milk ; 
Red glowed the grape on Western slope. 

On Southern plain the silk ; 
And Industry, with eager hands, 

Rushed in with swelling tide ; 
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New arts of beauty flourished here, 

Old Europe's boast and pride. 
And stubborn nerves and sinews pierced 

The bosom of the Earth ; 
The generous Mother smiled, and gave 

Her hidden treasures birth. 
And see ! where the great Iron Line, 

Like a broad zone, doth run ; 
It sparkles 'neath the day's decline. 

It greets the rising sun. 
Our starry flag floats glorious, 

Honored on every sea ! 
Ah ! who could dream such blessed fruit 

Should spring from Sixty-three ? 



" In olden time, one dark spot stained 
The robe of pride we wore : 

Before the nations drooped our head. 
While that reproach we bore. 

Chained at our feet, a subject race 
In tears and silence lay. 
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(O ! 'twas a seething, crimson flood 

That washed our guilt away !) 
Dumb through long years of dark despair, 

Of torture and disgrace. 
Few saw the veil&d image there, 

Of the Creator's face ; 
But now each hails the light above, 

Unchained, redeemed, and free : 
Thanks be to Heaven ! that deed of love 

Was done in Sixty-three ! 

" A Higher Hand hath fixed the bounds. 

To each of Adam's race. 
Exalted that to loftiest throne. 

This, set in lowliest place. 
Who shall resist His wise decree ? 

Who question His award ? 
Enough for each, that faithfully. 

The talent lent he guard. 
To us, the light of elder days 

Through centuries has come : 
The light that cheered with friendly rays, 

Old Greece and classic Rome ; 
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Ours is the pen of History, 

The Orator's quick tongue ; 
For us Philosopher has thought, 

For us has Poet sung. 
For us the Monk, in cloister dim, 

Bent o'er th' illumined page ; 
The Painter on his canvas left 

The hero and the sage. 
Ours are the deeds of fair Renown, 

High tales of Chivalry, 
These — ^what had they to look upon 

Till glorious Sixty-three ? 

" But Southward now we turn, and lo ! 
Far as the eye may ken, 
Rise 'neath the tropic sun, the forms 

Of peaceful, dusky men. 
White gleam their fields with ' Southern 
snow,' 
Yellow with orange bloom : 
'Twould seem that old Arcadia's days 
To this new land had come. 
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They press the sweet cane's golden juice, 

They cull the cotton-tree, 
They freight the good ship with their bales. 

And send her to the sea; 
Eager they con the olden lore, 

And see, with vision keen. 
What strivings, and what sufferings. 

In other times have been ; 
And each resolves, with earnest vow. 

To labor as he can. 
And prove, to all who doubt and scorn. 

That he too is a man. y 

They chant beneath their cloudless skies. 

Their untaught melody. 
In praise to Him who brake their bonds 

In Eighteen Sixty-three ! 

" And though not yet we see the dawn 
Of that millennial day, 
When, 'mid the bright renewing light, 
Red War shall pass away, 
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Though yet she stays not, see ! fair Peace 

Broods o'er each sister shore, 
And distantly and fainter still 

Comes the fell cannon's roar ; 
For low beneath the severing seas. 

Lies hid the mystic chain 
That soft commands, * Break not the bands 

Of brotherhood again !' 
Thy voice we hear ! O, emblem dear 

Of foes in Mendship met, 
That ' all are children of one blood' 

Shall we again forget? 
Forbid it. Lord ! Thy mighty voice 

Can bid Earth's tumult cease. 
And, harbinger of Thy blest reign. 

Send Thy sweet herald. Peace ! 

" I go the way of all the earth, 
My days are nearly done ; 
'Tis given to me, in quietness 
To see Life's setting sun. 
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'Tis given me, in a green old age 

Three goodly sons to view, 
And three brave daughters round my hearth, 

And children's children, too. 
Now listen to my words, my sons, ' 

And ye shall understand 
What each should do who breathes the air 

Of this thrice-rescued land. 
Thrice have we seen War's balefal fires. 

Thrice has the trumpet blown ; 
Say, shall the children of such sires 

Live for themselves alone ? 
Beware lest ye forget the Arm 

That led us through the sea, 
That bent the foeman at our feet, 

That gave us victory, 
That healed our wounds, that dried our tears, 

That made our nation strong, ^ 
And crowned our land with happy years, 

When we had suffered long. 
Guard well our great Palladium, 

Our Ark of Liberty ; 
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Forget not that for it we fought 

Full well in Sixty-three ; 
Forget not that the life ye give, 

The blood for her ye pour, 
Shall make the land ye love so well 

Richer than golden ore ; 
Forget not, in her future, each 

Must nobly act his part, 
And in her weal, or in her woe, 

Bear a true, loyal heart. 

"0 may our Chiefs for Freedom burn. 

And for the Right make war ; 
Our Statesmen, like the needle, turn 

Still to Truth^s guiding star; 
Bright Order, Law, and Liberty, 

With gracious, circling band. 
Clasp close in loving harmony 

The fair States of our land ; 
Our banner, from the woods of Maine, 

Rocked by the Northern breeze, 
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Float proudly, till it shines again, 

Mirrored in Southern seas ; 
An ensign to all lands ! the home 

And hope of all the earth. 
While new and happy nations come 

'Neath its fair folds to birth ! 
O may we rise, from age to age. 

Through ever-brightening years, 
Nobler for our great heritage 

Of suftering, blood, and tears ; 
Purer, that through refining flame, 

And through the crimson sea. 
We gained our higher, dearer name, 

The true ' Home of the Free ;' 
Greater, that 'neath that loving Hand 

We to the storm bent low. 
And crowned amid the nations stand, 

With Glory and with Woe !" 
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